THE DANCE  OF  DEATH

in the piano cover, fastens the corners together with
pins taken from the writing-table, and puts the bundle
on a chair. Goes to the piano, strikes the keyboard
with his fists, locks the piano, and throws the key out
through the ivindow. Then he lights the candles on
the piano. Goes to the what-not, takes his wife's
picture from it, looks at this and tears it to pieces, drop-
ping the pieces on the floor. The window rattles on v
its hinges, and again he becomes frightened.

Then, after having calmed himself, he takes the pictures
of his son and daughter, kisses them in an ojf-hand
way, and puts them into his pocket. All the rest of
the pictures he sweeps down with his elbow and pokes
together into a heap with his foot.

Then he sits doivn at the writing-table, tired out, and puts
a hand up to his heart. Lights the candle on the table
and sighs; stares in front of himself as if confronted
with unpleasant visions. Rises and goes over to the
chiffonier, opens the lid, takes out a bundle of letters
tied together with a blue silk ribbon, and throws
the bundle into the fireplace of the glazed brick oven.
Closes the chiffonier. The telegraph receiver sounds
a single click. The CAPTAIN shrinks together in dead-
ly/ear and stands fixed to the spot, listening. But
hearing nothing more from the instrument, he turns
to listen in the direction of the door on the left. Goes
over and opens it, takes a step inside the doorway, and
returns, carrying on his arm a cat whose back he
strokes. Then he goes out to the right. Now the
music ceases.

ALICE enters from the background, dressed in a walking
suit, with gloves and hat on; her hair is black; she
looks around with surprise at the many lighted candles.